
mm.¦.»ni in

The Sunday Tribune's News and Reviews of Books and Authors
A Bookman's Bay Book

By Burton Rascoe
The other day Judge Nott, of the Court of General Sessions, dismissed

the case of the New York Society for the Suppression of Vice against the
publishers of "Jürgen," by James Branch Cabell, Judge Nott's decision
was brief. It concluded with the words: "In my opinion, the book is one
of unusual literary merit and contains nothing 'obscene, lewd, lascivious,
filthy, indecent or disgusting* within the meaning of the statute and the
decisions of the courts of this »täte in similar cases." The book was
suppressed more than two years ago; the stock and plates in possession
frf the publishers, Robert M. McBride & Co., were seized by John S.
umner and his raiders; the book became the most "borrowed" volume
America; every one who had a special taste for pornography paid as

igh as $50 a copy for it (and was rather disappointed after they found
httle therein to satisfy their appetite); an English edition was sold out
n advance of publication, largely to collectors of erotica ; people who
oight have found in it the beauty and delight and even the moral lesson
of a fantastic and philosophical work of the imagination were deprived
<>f an opportunity to read it. And thus was, what Ï am certain is the one
i.terary work written in recent years by an American which Í3 likely to
endure, impressed upon the public mind as a smutty book, to be read with
niggers behind closed doors. Here is a case in point: A young woman
had asked me to loan her my copy of "Jürgen," and I was not inclined
to risk the loss of it. When the decision was rendered, freeing the book,
Í told her that she might now buy a copy at the regular price of $2. "Oh,
but I don't care to read it now, if it has been declared to be all right,"
jhe said.

To Cabell admirers and collectors of Cabelliana, I should recommend
the "Brief for Defendants on Motion to Direct Acquittal" in the case,
prepared by Gavrard Glenn of the firm of Goobody, Danforth & Glenn,
attorneys for the defendants. This brief constitutes one of the best
reviews of the book I have read. It is learned, perspicacious, unusually¿iterestiiur.

THURSDAY, OCTOBER 26
RECEIVED the November issue

of "The Dial" to-day. It con¬
tains T. 8. Eliot's new long
poem, "THE WASTE LAND,"

a thing of bitterness and beauty,
which is a crystallization or a synthesis
of all the poems Mr. Eliot has hitherto
written. It is, perhaps, the finest poem
of this generation; at all events it is
the most significant in that It gives
voice to the universal despair or resig¬
nation arising from the spiritual and
economic consequences of tîie war, the
cross purposes of modern civilization,
the cul-de-sac into which both science
and philosophy seem to have got
themselves and the break-down of all
great directive purposes which give
Best and joy to the business of living.
It is an erudite despair: Mr. Eliot
stems his poem from a recent anthro¬
pological study of primitive beliefs, as
embodied in the Grail legend and
other flaming quests which quickened
men in other times; he quotes, or

misquotes, lines from the "Satyricon"
of Pctroniu", '"Tristan und Isolde,"
the sacred books of the Hindus, Dante,
Baudelaire, Verlaine, nursery rhymes,
the Old Testament and modern jazz
songs. His method is highly elliptical,
based on the curious formula of Tris¬
tan Corbière, wherein reverential anc
blasphemous ideas are juxtaposed in
¡.mazing antitheses, and there are min-
j'.lcd all the shining verbal toys, impres¬
sions and catch lines of a poet who has
read voraciously and who possesses ai
insatiable curiosity about life. It ii
analysis and realism, psychology an«
criticism, anpuish, bitterness an«
disillusion, with passages of grea
lyrical beauty. The final intellectua
impression I have of the poem is tha
-it is extremely clever (by which I d
not mean to disparage it, on the con
trary); the sardonic grin which suf
fuses it is a rictus which masks
hurt romantic with sentiments plague
by crass reality; and it is faulty strut
turally for the reason that, even wit
îhc copious (mock and serious) note
he supplies in elucidation, it is e

idiosyncratic a statement of ideas thi
I, for one, cannot follow the narratif
with complete comprehension. TI
poem, however, contains enough she«
verbal loveliness, enough ecstas;
«mough psychological verisimilitud
and enough even of a readily unde
standable etching of modern life, i
justify Mr. Eliot in his idosyncracie
He may, and I think he docs, even p!¡
practical jokes on his readers; b
that is in character, with the curioi
variable mood of this fine poem.

* * »

In Maurice Francis Egan's "CONFE
SIONS OP A BOOK LOVER" to-d
I came across this sentence: "In 'T
Diary and Letters' there are many b
pi gossip about certain great persoi
notably about Talleyrand, who got i
of his mitre as soon as he could, a
Mme. de Flahant." ... I cam
work up Albert Jay Nock's enthusia
over this book. It is far too mu
the confessions rather of a book hat«
Mr. Egan not only withholds his t
miration from most of the import*
and significant books published duri
the last twenty-five years; he defer
himself against them.

% * *

Lunched to-day with Henry Hull a
we talked of Anatole France, Jean
Bossehere and Amory Hare. He U
me that the exquisitely illustra'
"TALES FROM FLANDERS," by B
schere, did not sell at all in this coi
try, and that Dodd, Mead & Co.'s st<
cf the books was finally remainde:
:.t a loss. That is another example
the gamble of publishing: a publia!
risks his money in bringing out
beautiful book illustrated with ric
colored, expensive plates by one of
most interesting artists of our ti:
and no one buys it. Mr. Hull also t
me that Amory Hare, whose "Tos
Coins" and "The Swept Hearth" c

tained.many fine lyrics, which gave
much pleasure, is a woman who
prominent in Philadelphia society.

FRIDAY, OCTOBER 27
I began reading "EUCLID'S Ol

LINE OF SEX," by Wilbur P. Bi
wood, this morning under the impi
sion that it was a parody of the met
of the psychoanalysts, Ï read it 1
way through without finding a sir
joke, much lesa any hint of pan
wit, satire or humor. Some of the
erary effort« of the psychoanalysts
really funny; this book isn't. .

My make-up day was switched fi
Thursday until Friday, and after w«

ing in the composing room all af
noon and most of the evening I ca

up Charlotte Dea» and took her to i

May Colswaan'a party. There we fo
Joh« Siapleto« Covley-Brow«,
inftlavivho has earn, to N«v Yori

live; Fern Forrester and Frank Shay,
Roy MacCardell and a number of
others, and I got homo very late.

SATURDAY, OCTOBER 28
Thomas Caldecot Chifbb had invited

me to go with him to New Haven to
see the Yale-Army football game, but
as I slept until noon it was impossible
to make the train, a fact I greatly re¬
gretted. . . . Went to the office in
the afternoon and found there the new
series of "Modern Essays: 1870-"20,"
edited by Ernest Rhys and published
by Dutton, and I began reading them
and continued to do so until late to¬
night. It is an excellent and diver¬
sified selection.

SUNDAY, OCTOBER 30
Last night I read "Pre-Raphaelite

and Other Poets," a selection of the
lectures Lafcadio Hearn gave at the
University of Tokio. The material has
been collated by Professor John Ers-
kine of Columbia. It is my convic¬
tion that these studies are the most
thoroughly informative critical writ¬
ings ever written. A reason for it is
obvious: Hearn, in talking to Jap¬
anese students about the poetry of
Rossetti, Browning, Swinburne, Mere¬
dith and Morris, could not presume
upon any knowledge whatever of the
pcets themselves, their racisl tradi¬
tions, their place in the Occidental
schemo of culture, the environmental
conditions out of which their poetry
arose. He was talking about poetry
which differed greatly in manner, ir
content, in ideas and in images from
Japanese poetry. He had, then, to b(
careful to overlook nothing. To make
his students understand and appreciate
for instance, Browning's "My Lasi
Duchess" he had not only to tell jr
a simple and painstaking fashion th<
story Browning relates, he had to ex
plain the outlook on life that obtainec
during tho Renaissance, the pcculiai
significance of certain phrases Brown
ing uses which are in character witl
that outlook; in other words, Heari
had to get at the beauty and merit

! of the poem in the most thorough
going and satisfactory manner. Mos
of us who write about literature t
English audieices presume that ou
readers have not only our own edu
cational background but our own stor
of miscellaneous knowledge. As a re
suit we touch, too often, only the hig
points; we. leave out connecting links
we skimp the job before us. Hear
added to his natural gifts for criticisi
an eagerness to take pains in actin
as nn interpreter of beauty.

* t> .

Read Christopher Morley's "WHER
THE BLUE BEGINS" to-day and I we

greatly amused and impressed by i
This is, I think, the best book Morley hi
written; it has tenderness and humo
satire, sentiment and sense. The cha:
acters in it are dogs, but they ha",
the qualities and traits, the aspin
tions, hopes, limitations and vices <

j human beings. By so conceiving h
I fantastic and amusing little tale, Mo
ley is able to get off many quips aboi

I the human race he could not otherwi:
! score. He would not have been ab]
for instance, to write that joyous scei
where Mr. Gissing, as a lay reader
the church, gets an unorthodox loi
off his chest and sets the whole cc

gregation at his heels in puniti-
wrath. The book reniinds one a litt
of "Babbitt," and again, in Mr. Gi
sing's quest for beauty, of "Jürgen
indeed, there are some passages
"Where the Blue Begins" which a
almost identical with Jurgen's musinf

a-

The Letter Box
Sir: Samson's after-bobbing soul h

certainly entered the book section
"The Sunday Tribune." The Phil:
tines are amusing, but would it not

; better if they had read the despisVictorian books that they dismiss
airily in comparison with mode
novels? Their feelings are those
salesmen upon used cars, but there e
a few of us who still prefer used Rol
Royces to new flivvers.

In last Sunday's issue Mr. Dougl
says: "Only those persons acquaintwith 'Barchester Towers' alone fl
Trollope deadly and dull." I think tl
must mean that "Barchester Towers"
dull as.d one is forced to believe tl
Mr. Douglas has never read it. C
you not see the shade of Mrs. Prou<
stiffening to attention?
Mr. Douglas's criticisms of Trollopheroines as having indecisive and vagcharm and nebulous emotions sh

equally careful reading, these cri
cisms rightfully belonging to Trollopyoung men, while his girls ara u'i
modern in their calm appropriationthe most desirable young men in ei|and in their very definite ideas of the
young men's characters.

It »s to be regretted that a matt
and successful novelist has recen
given the name of "Lily Dale" to¡'most objectionable «uttersnippet.! C. H. Hj Priacttc». N. J.# Oct. 30,1932,

TheFatherof 'Jürgen?ByGeneMarkey

James Branch Ctibell meditates upon the censors

What Hope for Women?
By Margaret Culkin Banning

Mrs. Banning is the author of "The Spellbinders," a novel of
women in publie life and the effect of a career on married Ivapqiiness.
Her theme is opposed to tliat of A. S. M. Hutchinson, set forth in
"Tliisr VvnuAnvn " &

I1-% EMINISM is soon to become as
a passé as anti-slavery propa-* gar.da, and the phrases con¬

nected with it as obsolete in
their turn as the 1 ne with

which Mme de Staël preluctes "Del¬
phine" "Un homme peut braver 1' opin¬ion; une femme doit s'y soumettre."The woman who decides that she can
arrange her life without a premisebased on the general outlines of her

¡ mother's habits is no longer a freak.! She is not in the majority but she has¡ a chance o£ becoming the controllingj influence, because she is so active and
j eager. Millions of girls rise early and
go forth to a long day spent, in themain, in doing and making thingswhich concern us greatly. The point¡ which comes to the iront these days inprivate argument and in books is whatthe full measure of women's business! and .political achievement is doing lpj the world, whether it is salutafy,j whether the game is worth the candle,I neither to man nor woman alone butI to humai ity.

There is a sentimental confusion ofideas which mixes up children withhumanity. Children, with men and
women, are simply differing stages oíhuman development and you can't ar¬
rest that development in any stagewithout affecting the general growthIf women are to give up all businessand political work so that they majgive all their time to their sons anedaughters, with the understanding that

«their^ daughters will do the same thing
I then*we get back to the assumptior
l that woman is simply a factor in mal«development. It is just as stupid t«Í try to run the world for the childrei! alone as it is to air silly sophisticate«phrases about children being accidental by-products of sex, who must taktheir chances of survival,

It was John Stuart Mill said that th
power of earning is essential to thdignity of woman if she has not independent property. That is the cru

j of the matter. The power of earnin
i in a woman ought to be preserved eveif child-bearing takes her out of thpossibility of earning for a stretch cj years., You can't draw large, easjI fitting conclusions that cover all th
j cases.or rather you can, but you canbe sure they are life-proof. Mo¡
i women nowadays who are worth the.salt want that earning capacity, anthe day is dawning when men are goirito have a skeptical eye for the womawho hasn't it.

The vast majority of young worn«do earn their own living, and the qua:re! comes over the clash of a perminent full-time job with child-bearirand nurture if a woman wants to man
a man and is normal enough to waito see the thing through and bear chidren. There is a real clash now.y<hear echoes of it in the shops andthe divorce courts, and it furnish'meat for fiction. There is much tedency to stress the case of the chil! less woman or the neglected childthe man who has been tricked out ofcomfortable hearth-fire. One alwafinds it easy to argue from such cas<regardless of the thousand and o:minor contributing causes, inherentthe characters of the peoples whiwould have made them wreck any sitation and render conclusions basedthem beside the point.

* . .

When women had families of twelchildren, made the soap and washedhand, domesticity was a full time j«There are many women for whomremains «o, but it is no longer trfor the average woman with three chdren and an apartment or small houwith an electrical equipment. Thereno reason why that average wornshould have to be put out of the rtnine in the world outside her fcwalls because »he has to knock «activity for from ten to fifteen yetwhile her children are small. Itargued that during the*» yaws l

should not be away fVom her home,engaged in a regular job which takes
a good deal of her day. Then a wayshould be found to help her keep her
mind from rotting and her abilities
from atrophying during that period so
that she may get the best use out Qfher maturity.
There is nothing tragic in the at¬

tempt of any woman to cultivate more
than the amatory, domestic or moth¬
erly phases of herself. There is noth¬
ing impossible in the situation. The
way out is to set thousands of exam¬
ples of women who, in one way or an¬
other, have successfully developedthemselves.

» * *

There is, however, something truly
tragic, if you want tragedy, in the
thought of the years that women waste
and of their unused and unconserved
mental power which might be trained
on work. There's the small time
woman as well as the small time man.
But the big time woman is equal to
life even if it involves both mother¬
hood and business activity.
That doesn't, mean that she can al¬

ways work the thing out to her satis¬
faction.but how many men manage to
work the expenditure' of their capabili¬ties out to their satisfaction? Hun¬
dreds of them carry domestic respon¬sibilities and business cares at the same
time. It's the rare married man who
is free from nine to five from the care
of his home, aside from his economic
provision for it. The decent man
spends his energy where it seems best,hemmed in by his limitations, the
exigencies of his personal ties, his de¬
sires and the necessity for a livlihood.
The decent woman can proceed alongthe same lines, granting intelligentlythat her problems are different from
those of her husband and making rea¬
sonable instead of code-book adjust¬
ments.
All along the line, from now on, we

are going to see the wrecks of homes
and of people who are trying to work
the thing out and as a crowd alwaysgathers around a wreck wa may expectfrequent hullabaloos and wiseacres
shaking their heads and drawing in¬
ferential conclusions. It is all rightto talk, they say, but a woman can't be
away from her home all day and get
away with it. It's against nature. May¬be so. The suppression of talent for
business or politics or art is againstnature (and against instruction, too, re¬
calling tho talent and the napkin!).Feminism and suffrage have not
stopped child conception and bearingand nurture.nor have they killed love
between men and women. Turn itaround. The relations between menand women and the propogation of the
race will not kill woman's ambitionsfor activities which she desires.
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THELIFEAND LETTERS
OF WALTER H. PAGE
By Burton f. Hendnck

" It le a rare example of howa biography should be writt.-n.> . . Never were such letters,and never did they so well dis¬close the beauty and sincerity of
a great citlsen.".Wall StreetJournal.
Reputar edition of a. .o*»., SlO.De iAtse Edition of t vote, itsDOUBLEDAY. PAGE & CO.

London News Letter
By Douglas Goldring

IT IS such n rare thing for poets
to produce work equal to their
best in the evening of their lives
that, as I confessed in this column

some woeks ago, I expected to be dis¬
appointed by A. E. llousman's "Last
Poems." Now that i have read the
book I am ashamed of my lack of faith.
It is obvious that a man who can let
on eager public wait for twenty-six
years without yielding them n suc¬
cessor to the volume which made him
famous must know all thore is to know
about self-criticism and self-restraint
.must owe his reluctance to print to
the possession of a peculiarly high
standard in regard to what in worth
printing. "Last Poems," so far as I
con judge, shows not only no fallingoff from the standard set by "ifShrop-
shire Lad," but is in several ways the
finer book of the two.
Here is all the ..old simplicity and

economy of language, which, in Mr.
llousman's case is probably the result
of a lifetime spent in classical studies,
and together with it a new, subtler and
more perfect music. In his short
preface the author, who is now sixty-
three, tells us that about a third of
the poems in the book were written
in April of the present year. »There
is some evidence that the arrangement
of the volume is chronological. The
earlier poems, at all events, seem clear¬
ly to belong to the same date, as "A
Shropshire Lad," and it is in the later
ones that signs of change chiefly occur.

If my conjecture is right, then the
last poem in the book, which many
readers wijl consider the finest.it is
a poem which for sheer music is un¬
surpassed by anything Mr, Housman
has written.must belong to the pres¬
ent year. This makes one greatly re¬
gret the resolution implied in the title
which Mr. Housman has given to his
new collection. With most poets such
a title would arouse no uneasiness.
Even W. H. Davies has given us sev¬
eral successors to his "Farewell to
Poesy." But Mr. Housman, I fear, is
likely to prove a man of his word.

« « <*'
"That fellow always has a bird in his

bonnet," said a wag the other day of
Mr. Harold Massingham. Mr. Massing,-
ham's preoccupation with birds.to the
exclusion of all other living things, in¬
cluding humanity.has long been a
joke in literary London. In his father's
paper, "The Nation and AthcnEeum," he
sometimes even reviews novels from
the standpoint of an ornithologist.
Long ago he succeeded in infecting
Mv. J. C. Squire and his group of fel¬
low-poetasters with his enthusiasm,
and for months past the poetry pages
in "The London Mercury" have re¬
sounded with the chaffle of the yaffinch
and the piping of the peewit, woodlark.

tree-pipit, babble-wren or long-tailedtit. Mr. Mnssingham has now issued
«n anthology called "Poems About
Birds," and appropriately Mr. Squire
contributes tho preface.

* * *

It is queer what an attraction box¬
ing has for some of our mor«? sensitive
and refined men,of letter». As a novel¬
ist no one, for example, could be moro
refined than Mr. Bohun Lynch. Ho
also is rather a dandy, a collector of
old furniture, a skillful caricaturist
and a friend and admirer of Max Beer-
bohm. But at Oxford he was a noted
boxing blue, and he has maintained his
interest in the noblo art ever since.
His new book, "Knuckles and Gloves,"
tells the story of prizefighting in Eng¬land, from tho time when "Brave
Broughton" was our national hero
until tho present day.

* * *

Any one who wishes to know what
effect "Ulysses" has on: the averagegentlemanlike, intelligent, »lightly con¬
ventional mind had better read Shane
Leslie's essay on it in "The QuarterlyReview." Mr, Leslie is an old Etonian
and he wears to perfection all the arts
and graces associated with that ancient
seat of learning. "Ulysses" is a shock
to him, and as an intelligent man he is
slightly ashamed of being shocked. He
does his best in difficult circumstances,but one gathers that he regrets the
good old days when "The Quarterly"could afford to be "savage and tatarly."

* * *

It looks as if Mr. Sinclair Lewis
made good in this country with "Bab¬
bitt." The story is asked for at the
libraries and much discussed, while
our big guns have praised it with a
generosity which they would never
dream of showing to one of their own
countrymen. Mr. H. G. Wells de¬
scribes it as "one of the greatestnovels I have read for a long time";Hugh Walpole calls it "a triumph," and
Filson Young is convinced that it will
live. It remains only for the genera)public to indorse these views, and Mr.Lewis will no longer have any cause
to complain of our neglect.

* ? *

The issue of an anthology of the
prose and verse of the late Austin
Dobson will, I hope, have the effect of
recalling attention to the work of
this now neglected writer. In his
poetry he never attempted what was
too big for him, but what he did he
very often did perfectly. He lived very
much in the eighteenth century and
I suppose his work is too full of
powder and patches, painted fans and
such-like for the taste of the present
day. But he was by no means a mere
writer of vers de société, and his
poetry is full of genuine sentiment
lightened by irony and humor.

The Recent Incumbent
By Hunter Stagg

PIPPIN. By Archibald Marshall. Dodd.
Moad & Co,
SOME three or four years ago Mr.

Phelps took his pen in hand and
inscribed the lines: "Where does
Mr. Marshall get that skill.ab-

sent from English literature since
Trollope's death.of representing ordi¬
nary events and ordinary characters,
not one of whom is wholly good or

wholly bad, in a way that makes the
reader follow with intense interest
every.page?" . . .

And it was not long before variations
*;nd enlargements upon the theme
sounded in this passage wcro being
poured foi th by every reviewer in the
land, including myself,- who, like
ninety-nine out of a hundred of the
others, had never read a line of Trol-
lope in my life, and never thought to
have the. timo to do so. But what did
that matter? Similarly did this Trol-
lope exist for the general reading pub¬
lic mainly as a man who happily re¬
sembled the suddenly fashionable
Archibald Marshall, and it is always
good to know that there is a real lit¬
erary guaranty for the excellence of a
current writer who happens to catch
our fancy.
Anyway, every one was satisfied and

almost every one enthusiastic. He who
did not read Archibald Marshall was
no better than a clod of earth, and the
reviewer who had not published some
word upon him was less than the dust.
But of late one hears almost as little,
ot the twentieth century Trollope as
one formerly heard of the nineteenth
century one. Although I dare say Mr.
Marshall is now as good or as bad as
he ever was,Vit must be admitted that
he somehow does not seem so, and as'ï
read "Pippin," his latest novel, I won¬
dered if this were due to his pub¬lisher's naive exposure, at the heightof Mr. Marshall's boom, of a number of
reasons, good even to the least critical,why this writer was so long achievingfame. I have wondered the same thing,
as many others must have, too, about
poor Mr. Merrick, done to death by the
mob of ricketty, moth-eaten creations
dragged into the light to flank his two
or three really charming works.

* * #

Yet, contrary to the general impres¬sion, it is not the practice of "empty¬ing the barrel" itself which is atfault.writers like James Branch Cabell
and Joseph Hergesheimer survive itwithout turning a hair, justifying it
supremely. But certainly the injudi-ciousnes3 of publishers in their selec-

tion of writers on whom to confer the
[honor is a matter for endless amaze-jment, and that Mr. Marshall was not¡a man who could stand it is now, if,
never before, clearly apparent when the
same critics who once hailed "The
Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse" as
tho greatest book of our time and
then three years later, with unimpaired
self-satisfaction, labeled Blasco Ibane?.,
"the Robert W. Chambers of Spain,"
now meet with indifference a new work
by the Englishman who not long since-
won all our plaudits.
True, "Pippin'' is not in Mr. Mar¬

shall's most characteristic vein.its
setting is not one of those generousold manor houses where no one ever
leaves the shady tree on the lawn ex¬
cept to drive the governess cart to the
station to fetch some one else to sit
under the shady tree on the lawn.
"Pippin" is the tale of a farmer's son
who leaves the old folk grieving be¬
side the fire to beat his way about the
country for such adventures as each
day may bring forth. In other words,"Pippin" is moro reminiscent of an
atrocity lately brought forth by the
author of "The Broad Highway" than
of Mr. Anthony Trollope. Yet I imag¬ine that three years ago "Pippin"would have seemed- a very delightfulbook indeed, but unfortunately it is
not two or three years ago, and I must
say that if there is in the book one
speech remotely resembling the lan¬
guage of real people, or one incident
that does not flavor strongly of other
incidents dimly remembered from oth¬
er books not" remembered at all by
name, then that speech and that inci¬
dent must have been recorded in one
of the many places I skipped.
The two things which struck me

most in the book were two sentences,
one a sentiment of Mr. Marshall's,the other a remark of the heroine's,both occurring early in -the book
.on pages twelve and thirteen, to
be exact. The first was: "She loved
him too, whether as a brother or not
she kept to herself, for women do not
tell these things till they are asked."
The other was: "'Yes; a man must fol¬
low his desire, but a woman must sit
still and wait till hers comes to her.' "

Such words as these, penned in this
day and generation, hit one hard in¬
deed, and if one can do no more opemust envy the man who can write themin all sincerity. What a happy life
must be this Archibald Marshall's,what a golden world must be his! To
so favored a man what a paltry mattetit must be whether or not his popular¬ity continues with those who wormtheir way along in the outer darkness!

My Years on the Stage
By JOHN DREW

The most distinguished actor on the American stage tells quiteinformally of the parts he has played in fifty years, the roles hehas created, the men and women who with him have given somuch delight to theatre-going America. And it is not the lifebeyond the footlights alone which he sketches; famous men inall walks of life were among his friends.
E. p, button & co« nsFWsr

The Book of the Year
for Young People

THE
VOYAGES of
DOCTOR
DOLITTLE
By HUGH LOFTING

Author of
"The Story of Doctor Dolittle"

The kindly little Doctor-
dearly loved hy children andalmost as much a householdword as the famous Alice.
goes on another amazing
voyage. With many funny\ pictures, $2.50.

STOKES, Publisherfiiii.uiwm.»ifc»i»iniimii. .ii.y.n
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QUEER( MURDER

Surrounded by a double
mystery, solved by "Cleekof Scotland Yard" in

THE RIDDLE OF
THE SPINNING WHEEL

by-| Mary E. and
Thomas W. Hamhew

Price, nei, $173
DÔUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO.
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Imaginary Portraits
By Ben Ray Redman

SO3MB DISTINOUISflEO AMBniCANS:
Imaginary Porfratt*. By Harvey O'íllg-
;;ín«. Harpfr * Bros.
IN AN essay published in "The

Nationa* Review," in 1892, Edr
mond Gosse uttered a warning
calculated to disturb the com¬

placency of British novelists. After
commenting on the present tyranny of

J the novel in the famiy of literature, he
wrote: "This is so universally ac¬

knowledged nowadays that wo scarcely
stop to ask ourselves whether it is a

heaven-appointed condition of things,
existing from the earliest times, or
whether it is an innovation. As a
matter of fact, the predominance of
the novel is a very recent event." Mr.
Gosse then went on to say that daring
its brief course of existence the novel
had already suffered two lapses from
public favor; that there was no as-

surance that it would continue in its
place of supremacy, and that if con-

temporary novelists did not improve
| their output they would surely^ suffer
the same fate as that "which befell
their ancestors just before the death
of Scott."
This warning may Jiave had an empty

sound in the early '90s, and even no'.T
it requires an effort to realize that the
tyranny of the novel could ever be
seriously threatened. But there is a
small cloud visible on the horizon, a
cloud that may grow to great pro¬
portions, behind which it is just con¬
ceivable the novel may some day be
hidden. The dust has been kicked up
by a small band of biographers, and
the public is encouraging their advance
by a flattering attention.

Mr. Strachey, of course, leads the
way, with Mr. Guedalla marching bril¬
liantly at his right hand and Mr. Brad¬
ford marching less brilliantly at his
left. What hosts will follow after the
banners of these three no man can
say, but be assured the hosts will fol¬
low. And there is a flying squadron,small as yet, composed of those who
helieve biography a fair form in which
to let the imagination take shape: Mr,
Masters showed the way in verse, for
his generation, and ho does not lack
imitators; Mr. Beerbohm's "Seven
Men" excites the imitative spirit, and
Mr. Hergesheimer has already discov¬
ered that the free exercise of one's
fancy along biographical lines resultt
subsequently in many embarrassing
questions regarding an, author whose
name is available in no work of ref¬
erence.
What, indeed, could be more natura'

than the development of the "imagi¬
nary portrait" or tho "imaginary biog
raphy"? Fiction in which action wai
presented for its own sake gave way
some years ago, to fiction in which ac
tion is employed only to reveal charac
ter. The next step is obvious: th(
character is lifted out of the clutter o;
a novel and set down in splendid iso
lation. We have then a single portrai
or biography, unconfused by minoi
characters and landscape.

It is a clear-cut, tempting form. Th<
old short story is yielding rapidly U
the "character sketch": it may be tha-
the novel will ¿oon definitely break ujinto its component parts. And the
biographers have a reserve force ii
the companies of autobiographical nov
elist3 that are now roaming up am
down the worlu: one shrill trumpecall and these authors would lay asidi
their unconcealing masks and stant
forth bravely as avowed autobiographcrs. Yes, there is no doubt of it
Mr. Gosse may have croaked prematurely, but the novel is threatened.
The above reflections sprang natu

rally from a reading of Mr. O'Higgins'latest book.a book that strikes an
other blow for the biographers.

have not read this author's earl;-.um os (which, from the rÄ,*standpoint, is unfortunate, sine. uKligenf. appearing and space finir,-!*4pansons are thereby rendered !» *
sible); but, if the publisher's ru¿T*be trustisd, Mr. O'liiggias', «fi*Distinguished Americans" moves ,7*lines that he has previously fo»wí?The author's inspiration iV 21analysis. His imaginary portrs^ÖOt merely the ^Wss projection-?vvhimsi-a. or vivid fancy: each «,?'them is carefully planned to j|Äthe effect of a particular complet !..¡human behAvior. Action itself 7*not interest Mr. O'Higging; foTfascinated by motives. Find'ne «'I the mind is in layers, one beneath tother, he sets out to dijsr; and 21tional entertainment that he ofo«I is a view of various typical ««en?tions. *.

The table of contents consists oftnames of six men and one wo»*each of these persons is the roMíS,a prose piece that is neither s ¿«story, a character study nor a a!history, but a mixture of all ti».forms. The ingredients are mixed i¡varying proportions: in "Henri Arthon" the character study prerkmjnates in "Mrs. Murch-nson," the ce¡history; in "Vance Cope," the »h«story, in this synthetic form the»«I thor escapes from the conv'íaü&ajshort-story formulas; but he faevolved a formula of his own tha? &j
¡ comes wearisome when it ig too f«quently repeated.

The key to his method ft faU on
page 50, when he writes: "Aaan»uddenly says a decisive word arwimaV
a final gesture. Behind his iasçau*

j to say that word and make that getWthere is a lifetime of growth, exp*r
ence, emotion. All his pa?t.all t¿
he has known and thought and h«i
and suffered up to that moment-ü
has a part in the motives oí his actfo
And all his future comea influenced«
of it."

It is this truth that Mr. O'Hijgyseeks to drive home in his suceesîii
presentation of seven persons. ;
takes a character and shows him a]
ing his "final gesture," or in the m
significant phase of his# life's actiijjand then works backword to raste
the governing complex. The metfcfo
somewhat elastic, but it is alwpB
damentally the same: the qu«aüt!
that., interest the author, and t%
should interest the reader, are fo
evoked by Vance Cope melting «g
mentally before a pink sweat«»,«!
Hallmuth shuddering at the sight
blackbirds, or Big Dan Reilly fbotisj
group of millionaire!-- Why? t
author asks before each actioa. t
in pratically every case he obtanai
answer by returning to the elulfâ
of his character.

But, despite his very rea! gifti».
author, Mr. O'Higgina fall emit
complete success in the task tint
has set himself. In no case are
made acquainted with a "lifeline
growth, experience, emotion;'' asm
Mr. O'Higgins's people is a rsssé
complicated character, acti t¦ ia Ú
sequences of conflicting forces..
Each lias been created to iSssts;

the working of a single complftiiabecause of the concentratiof-lf tl
author's interest, each is a '**¦*»
plex" person: the complex, anètei
suits,'is clear enough in every utttai
but we never sense the presence ql
actual personality. And the vitalitj
these characters is weakened furthejthe constant presence, the inevii
l)rcsence, of the author in hi* roll
analyisr.
We see him building up thathfi

thereafter pull apart; v/f are awft
the artificial creation of each '«a
in accordance with the author's.j
poses; we ar-; fascinated by trafi
ing linger rather than by thfpmolded, and the result is an tó¡l
loss. But rUr. O'Higgins has gijffj!
new method, and one that ¡.^ cm
interesting; for this, alone, wflgbe grateful. And it may be B|
new-found formula will -nove aaJB
sequence of conflicting forces. I

"Was Alice a good girl?".
A question that has been asked by so many peopl'that two editions of the book that causes it were nearlyall sold less than four weeks after publication."In 'Rira Coventry,' Julian Street has introduced hinvself as a novelist of unusual ability," said the MorninfTelegraph. And the New York Tribune claims that "nt*.

more than two or three American authors equal JulsraStreet for sheer dexterity in the presentation of the tale.
His skill in gliding over thin ice is superlative. 'RitaCoventry' is a perfect bit of fiction. Shameful how men-give themselves away these days. They have no sex
loyalty."

What do you think?
$1.75 Everywhere
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Illustrations drawn oyOLIVER UBRJFORD

Price S9.S0,
postage itstra.

OLIVER HERFORD illustrates es-
chantingly this story for children:

The Bird-Nest
Boarding House
By VERBENA REED

The manuscript of this book by anW |known author fell into the hand» »|Oliver Herford, who became so l£
witched by it that he has filled it **&
the most deliciously funny drawings (» ¡the Widow Grasshopper and I>*w
Long-legs, of Col. Geo. W. Grub-We»*f
and his dashing team of horse-flies w
of other little creatures that live inJFgrass) that you have seen in many a'w»"

E. p. button & co. *y?sj3

fifc*<Boo1t<Mart
iOld'lSle-w-Rare and Unusual Books*;

BOOKS BOUGHT
ÏHOMS & ERON. INC., A CORPORATION"

úonling In old and rase books, auto¬
graphs, etc., are th» largest buyers and
distributors of olfl books In this country.W» are in th» 'market to buy for spotcash books in large or small quantities
and entire private libraries. We especiallyIj warft limited'sets, do luxe edition« and!1 tat» moyciop*|;..tMb Aatoemptw *i»o

"ö»M?'ä

bought. Fi,» packing and ntta*ji¡&ft«avantages accrued to the sell«*". £
in dealing with a largo cancera **?_-
vlous. TliOMS & KRON. I*)C- ** H
clay St.. New York. Tel- SM3

OXFORD BOOKSHOP. Fiwt
American and English authors «M
dition. Books by and about Wa«J
42 Lesingtoa Ave« Siga .£ ***?


